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Summon Back the Fire Witch 


Author's Notes: 
the only thing i own here is the plot man 


The late hours, the slinking around, the calls at ungodly times of the night, it was all getting to be too much. 
Avery wasn't one to complain, but the second she stepped outside the carriage house, and the chilled breeze 
cut through her light jacket, she felt a bit flustered And she'd make it known when she got where she was 
going, she'd certainly let Robert know her frustration. She was privileged, and one of the few people who were 
allowed to call him by his first name. He was Robert to few, Mr. Fripp to some, and Sir to most, preferably, 
King Crimson. There were only four people permitted to ask things of King Crimson, or tell him no, and two of 
them were dead. Other than Mr. Lake, Avery was a rarity in that sense, yet unlike Lake, she was of no high 
rank around town, nor did she hold any kind of power. Frankly, she wasn't even sure of why this was so, why 
Robert let things slide with her, that others he would punish for. She supposed it could be one of two things: 
either he pitied her, or for some odd reason, found her to be particularly useful. As far as Avery was 


concerned, knowing Robert and his strange ways, it could be a combination of both. 


Something was off. There had been an urgency in Roberts voice over the telephone when he had called earlier. 
Avery tried to remember exactly what it was he had said, trying to figure out what to expect when she got 
there. 


"| need you. Get here." He didn't bother with things like saying hello. 


"Can it wait? I'm kind of in the middle of something at the moment." Avery purposefully left out what it was, 
praying he didn't ask. 


"What on earth are you doing at the moment that is so important?" came the heated reply. 


I'd rather not say. | am allowed to have a personal life aren't |? | rather like keeping my work and my private 
life separate, if that's not too much to ask." She retorted. 


A scoff came from the other line, and she knew that was as close to an agreement as she was going to get. 


‘Forty five minutes. Get here. If you make me wait any longer, you will be in a world of shit. Your life will be a 
shit hurricane. We have a problem, and | expect you here." Click. He didn't bother with things like saying good 
bye either. 


She put down the phone, and heaved a sigh. She glanced over at the rather boyish man seated on the couch. 
Then again, she thought, forty five minutes was all she really needed. 


By now, she was gone, slipped out in the night after Carl had fallen asleep. She had gotten used to the walk 
from the country into town. It was quiet, and quite enjoyable on the right night. Very soon, the green grassy 
hills faded away and were replaced by street lights, and florescent neon bulbs on the tavern windows flickering, 
She listened for the sounds city ears don't hear. It was a bullshit job, god awful hours, the pay was alright, 
quite the perks, but the work was dirty. Yet despite all the sabotage and cruel tricks they played, something 
kept her from leaving. There were four people to fear in town, and they were four people she had become 
quite friendly with. It was not fear that kept her from leaving. One of these men, Michael Rutherford, had 
become one of her closest friends upon arrival. Little Jon Anderson, who was the closest link to Christopher 
Squire, was quite fond of her, they frequented shops together on Sundays after lunch. Apart from the two of 
them, there were Lake and Anderson. Now Lake, for one, trusted her, being that she had gotten particularly 
close to his drummer, and lan Anderson, well, let's just say lan and Avery had an eventful past. If there was 
one person she never wanted to see as her enemy, it was lan. He was a powerful man, not a frightening one, 
but a powerful one. Robert was quite the opposite, his power, it certainly was power, but it was exaggerated. 
Lucky for him, not many knew that. But he was frightening, as frightening as they come. In fact, Avery had a 


hunch that she was the only one his threats were posh to. 


One thing on her mind as she stopped in front of the stone building, was the date. It was the last day of the 
month, tomorrow was the first. The first of the month in the town meant two things: studio work, and The 
Gathering. She hated both. Studio work didn't concern her, she wasn't in a band, just a band aid, but she'd 


certainly be hearing all about it, and dealing with it's effects. The Gathering on the other hand, she was 
obligated to show up. Her involvement with each of the clans ran too deep for her not to show up, so much 
so, that her absence would be considered rather suspect. While she wasn't a solid member of either of the 
five clans, she worked for each of them on occasion. When she wasn't working for Crimson, she was working 
with Tull. When she wasn't working with Tull, Mike needed help in Genesis, which she was more than happy to 
provide. Every once in a while, Lake needed her for a favor or two, and when she wasn't snooping for him, she 


was in a meeting with Squire. 


There weren't many neutral figures in the middle of this mess, but that's just what Avery was. She rang the 


buzzer. 
"Who is it?" a voice came over the little box. She recognized it as Bruford's. 


“Avery. Let me in, Bill" She glanced up, and scanned the windows. Just as she expected, Wetton was peering out 
of one of them, keeping watch. He gave a curt nod, and she heard a click, as the door unlocked. She stepped 
inside, greeted by the warmth. Robert was normally very conservative when it came to heat and electricity, 
but tonight, it was rather toasty inside. She closed the door with more force than was necessary, making her 
arrival known to everyone inside. Avery slipped off her coat and hung it on the rack before making her way up 


the staircase in front of her. She knew exactly where Robert would be. 
Around the corner of the cream colored walls, came the door, which a sleek figure stood outside of. 


"Cross." She greeted him. He looked over, still leaned against the wall next to the door, hands in his pockets, and 


smirked. 
"You're late." David teased. He stood up straight, squaring his shoulders to face her. 


‘ls there a shit hurricane waiting for me in there?" Avery joked, gesturing to the door. Cross didn't answer, 


but opened the door, following her inside. 


The room they entered, the Court of the Crimson King, as Robert called it, was lit by one lonely lamp in the 
far corner, which only provided a ten foot radius in that massive red space. He sat on his stool next to it, 
facing the window. He didn't turn around, didn't even flinch as the door closed. "Leave us, please, David. Start 
your shift on the watch. Tell Jonathan he is free to leave." 


"Yes, Mr. Fripp." Cross nodded obediently, and slipped out of the room, closing the door silently behind him. 


When she was sure Cross had moved away from the door, she moved forward to where Robert sat. "Now 


what is it that you've dragged me out here for?" The annoyance rang in her voice. 


"I have a proposition for you. The Gathering is tomorrow, | know you know that. From now until tomorrow 


night, | want you to do some searching for me." He glanced over at her, penetrating gaze meeting her eyes. 


"On who?" 
His gaze snapped to the closed door. "Cross" 

"Cross? Why?" To hear the name of one of Robert's most trusted men came as a shock 
"Downes spotted him moving comfortably deep into The Tuls territory" Robert explained 
‘Downes? What, you've hired him, now?" 

ne 

"| thought he'd token off" 


| had as well. I'd taken him for a fool, | must say, taking off in his position would have been messy. But no, 
Downes is too chicken shit to leave town" Robert sipped his cup of tea, and cleared his throat. 


So, Geoffrey ‘Pensive' Downes was still working in town, Avery thought, huh. 
"l'Il keep my eye on Cross, talk to Downes in the morning.’ She mused. 
"l expect you'll talk to Downes when you're sure that | don't have a double man in Cross." He said sternly, "If 


Cross is getting too friendly with The Tulls, then tomorrow night should prove to be an interesting evening 


indeed." 


From Dusk Till Dawn 


Author's Notes: 
don\'t own none of this shit cept the plot man 


Waking up to find that Avery had gone was something Carl had grown used to. He had never been able to 
accept her position between the clans, but not for lack of trying. Anything that kept her away from around 
one in the morning until dawn was not necessarily something he was fond of. He enjoyed the company, 
especially so near to Genesis's territory. They had all agreed months ago that the carriage house was to be 
considered neutral territory, a no fighting zone, so to speak, but he still didn't feel completely comfortable 
there alone. It was a nice place, he could say that dispite the close proximity to the other clan It was more 
than a carriage house. It was insulated, the walls were painted, there was carpeting, and a furnace, and all the 
things he found in his appartment on the East Side. It felt empty when he was alone there, though. Carl didn't 
like being alone, it meant there was no one to talk to. He liked having someone to talk to. Tonight he'd have to 
settle for talking to himself. He especially liked having Avery to talk to. Most everyone else treated him like a 
child, but she was different. Most girls he'd had up until that point, he couldn't have had a conversation with. 


The clock on the wall read 514 AM. The dimming light was bringing an end to the night. The sky outside was 


now a blue gray color. Any moment now, Avery would come through the door and- 


A series of clicks came from down stairs. Surely, Avery opening the door, closing it, then locking it and dead 
bolting it back up again. Either one of two things followed on nights like this: She collapses in bed, tired after 
some absurd task she performed for one of the clans. The latter happened more often than the proceeding. 
She wants relief from the stress that the said absurd task caused her, relief that he could provide. Well, that 
option was rare. Most of the time, she came home pissed. Carl sat up in her bed, preparing for what was 
coming through that door any second now. The knob turned. 


The door opened, and in the dark Carl could barely make out her thin figure. She seemed taller, which he was 
rather taken aback by. A trick of the eye? She pushed strands of her long hair from her face before reaching 
over to the light switch. A moment later, the lights were on. He narrowed his eyes, allowing them to adjust. He 
looked up to where she stood, and let out a gasp. "Mike!" He clenched the sheets beneath his palms. 


The taller man gave a slight sign of surprise. Mike raised his brow, "Carl? Where's Avery?" 
Carl pulled the sheets up a bit more, feeling a bit uncomfortable with the fact that the only thing seperating 
his bare flesh and the Genesis clan leader's icy blue gaze was a flimsy stretch of white linen. "O-out. Out. She 


went out." 


Michael Rutherford stood there motionless, and seemingly emotionless, the blank expression on his face 


revealing nothing. Mike was like that. He'd never reveal what he was thinking with something like a raised brown 


or the twitch of a lip. He wouldn't speak it either. Mike didn't speak much of anything at all, and when he did, it 
was to make a snarkish remark. He didn't use more words than he had to. "Tell her | need a favor when she 


comes in." 


It didn't take much for Carl to realize that he wasn't asking, he was telling. With that, he turned and left, 
ever-so casually strolling out as though he had no business there at all in the first place. He didn't even 
bother turning the light back off. Carl didn't intend on getting up to turn it off either. He sat still, listening for 
the sound of the door hinges squeaking as it shut behind Mr. Rutherford. Upon hearing it, he relaxed, and 
shrank back into Avery's bed It was then that he make what was to him a simple observation The bed was a 
lot more comfortable when she was in it. If Mike and Robert had their way, she'd never be in it, running 
around doing work for them at all hours of the night. At that moment, he wasn't sure weather or not he was 


going to tell her that Mike had stopped by at all. 


